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CLAIM ING HER SWEET CURVES 


Tony 


Libby Brockman's got all the sweet treats I could ever want 
in her father's bakery, but this Italian Mafia enforcer only 
has eyes for the younger woman behind the counter. My 
best friend's daughter's taken my breath away, and I'm 
going to do everything I can to make her mine. 


Libby 


Tony's always been good to my Dad and I can't help it that 
I've fallen for him. My Dad's best friend was never 
supposed to look at me twice, but somehow he can't stop 
staring. Will this virgin get the older man of her dreams and 
break away from the bakery for good, or will Dad decide he 
still knows best after all? 


*Claiming Her Sweet Curves is an _ insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


CHAPTER ONE 


| ony 


I'm in the Brockman Bakery every chance I get because of 
her. I’ve never had a sweet tooth but she hits every single 
one of my cravings and I can't get enough. The perfect 
figure of the full bodied woman behind the counter keeps 
me up at night imagining every inch of her sweet body up 
against mine, and when I wake up in the morning, the only 
thing I can do is drag myself right in here to get my fix. 


She's built just right for a man like me, and every time I see 
her ass sway, I want to grab hold of her and make sure she 
knows it. I want to bury my face in her breasts and worship 
every curve of her until she knows that she was made to be 
adored. 


Every morning there's a line around the block for the fresh 
bagels and every other delicacy in here, just as soon as they 
open up, but that's not the reason I'm here. I take it upon 
myself to monitor the behavior of the line up. I'm not so 
naive as to think that just because most of the customer- 
base is made up of senior citizens that there's no dodgy 
element at play here. 


After all, her father's been under my protection for years. 
Just my family's reputation is enough to keep trouble at bay, 
but with Libby here every day now, I have to make sure. 


I drink my coffee, and have my breakfast perched on the 
hard barstool up by the little table ledge in the window. 
Only I'm not looking out the window. I never am. Just like 
usual, my chair is turned in to face the counter and I can't 
take my eyes off her. 


She looks up at me, meeting my eyes with her large baby 
blues and I take a slow sip of my coffee, forcing myself to 
stay perched on the hard wooden bar stool in the window. 
It's some kind of penance. I'm biding my time, but what I 
really want is to take her out from behind that counter and 
strip that clean white coverall right off her to better access 
her Rubenesque body that she spends too long every day 
hiding away and show her exactly what kind of loving this 
six foot five Italian hunk of a man is capable of. 


She is the only woman in the world, or might as well be. The 
only one I can't stop thinking about. Libby Brockman makes 
me forget how to breathe right, but I don't need air when 
she's in the room. I don't need anything at all, except an 
uninterrupted view for as long as I can get before the start 
of my day. 


Her cheeks flush under the intensity of my stare, but I can't 
tear my eyes away even if I'm making her uncomfortable. 
She's a vanilla cream bomboloni, fresh and plump and 
appetizing, ready for me to rip right into and devour and I 
know her soft warmth is exactly what I need in my life. I'll 
show her that I'm what she needs in hers. 


She is the woman I've been waiting for all this time. The 
only one I was ever meant to be with. And one of these days 
I'm going to take her apart piece by piece and devour her 


just like one of the sweet treats sitting in the counter in 
front of her. 


She bites her lip as she looks away, back to the customer 
she's supposed to be serving, but it's too late for me, I'm 
already as hard as the bread on the floury shelf behind her 
will be when it's a day old. And I want the asshole ordering 
three dozen bagels one by one away from her as quickly as 
possible. My grip on my paper cup tightens enough to dent 
it with the effort of holding myself back. 


She's mine. She has to know that. I don't care about what 
her father thinks, or that she's twenty years younger than 
me. I'll show her that we're meant to be together, that she 
doesn't have to take this kind of shit from anybody. With me 
by her side she wouldn't have to. 


Her soft curves are even better than the sugary cupcakes 
and lines of glazed donuts displayed beneath the glass of 
the counter. Even in her protective clothing, with her full 
apron on and a hairnet, she's the most perfect female I’ve 
ever laid eyes on. Her coworker is all skin and bone with 
razor sharp cheekbones that make her look skeletal and 
comical with too much mascara on. She spends her time 
flirting while Libby gets the real work done. 


"You want another coffee, Tony?" 


I want her to get out of the way so that I can keep on 
looking at Libby - the only reason I ever come in here. "No 
thanks. I'm good." 


"You sure? I got a fresh pot. A busy man like you's gotta 
keep his strength up." She says leaning forward, trying to 
get me to notice the fact that her coverall is unbuttoned 
enough for me to see the lacy top of her bra, but I'm not 
looking at her at all. 


"Lilah. I've got everything I need right here." 


That's not strictly true. What I need is Libby, but she's my 
best friend's daughter and twenty years younger than me. 
Us getting together is a fantasy I've never voiced, even 
though I know, bone deep, that she's the one. The only one 
I'll ever need. 


My dark eyes sweep over the straining buttons at the front 
of Libby's pristine white coverall, lingering for a long 
moment. I wouldn't want her showing off her cleavage, but 
one day, I've got to see more. I can feel the heat coming off 
her, and every part of me is primed and ready to claim her. 
Just one look and I'm hard as a rock. 


Shifting in my seat, I spread my legs wider to stop the 
zipper of my pants from biting uncomfortably into the 
straining bulge of my steely hard cock. I might be packing 
heat, but I am definitely happy to see her too. There are so 
many things I want to do to her, but I know that none of 
them are possible right now, and she has a shop full of 
customers to handle. 


I could close the place down. Make everyone leave, just to 
have her full undivided attention on me. 


Every time she stretches up to get to the tray of poppy seed 
bagels on the top shelf, the hem of her skirt lifts up showing 
off more of her bare thighs and I arch towards her on 
instinct. 


But I'm not the only one to see. 


A pair of numbnut idiots who seem to think they're 
wiseguys in the making, still smelling like the party they 
went to the night before, clearly with a case of the morning 
munchies are waiting their turn. And the one thing they've 


both clocked is the way her hem lifts up, and they think it's 
hilarious. 


“Fuck me sideways. I bet you, she bends over, her panties 
are going to be pink." 


The first guy's buddy makes a face. "Dude. Did you see the 
size of her?" 


Panty man tilts his head, assessing my woman like he thinks 
he has some kind of right to. My fist clenches, ready to 
pound his face in. 


"Dude, chicks like her? They're desperate. Always. Don't 
get so much attention, you know? Makes them easy. 
Fucking nasty in the bedroom, you know what I'm sayin’?" 


The growl that rises up through my body is visceral and I 
don't realize it's coming from my throat until I'm up on my 
feet. My fist closes around the first guy's t-shirt collar and I 
yank him backwards. 


"What did you just say?" I want to hurt him. I want to turn 
him into a bloody smear for even thinking about Libby like 
that. "Say it again, buddy. Go ahead, make my day." 


"What the fuck man? What the fuck? I just came in here for 
a bagel!" 


The guy's intimidated and he should be, but I want him far, 
far closer to pissing himself. It doesn't take much to open 
my jacket enough to flash my gun. 


"Oh, shit. Nate, shut up!" 


"Listen to your buddy, Nate. You came to the wrong place 
this morning. No one talks shit about Libby Brockman. You 
hear me? You tell the rest of your friends they better watch 
themselves. None of you piece of shit excuse for men are 


gonna come in here ever again if you value your balls being 
attached to your bodies." 


Nate's hands fly up to his shoulders, palms spread wide. 
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"Totally, man. Dude. I totally get what you're sayin’. 


"You listen good, kid. Libby Brockman is mine. And you 
don't go insulting what's mine unless you want me to end 
you.’ 


I twisted his arm behind his back in a patented maneuver 
designed to get even the biggest, toughest of men out there 
down on their knees and balling like a baby. Nate let out an 
eye-watering shriek, pretty damn close to whimpering 
continuously, and the entire bakery goes silent at the sight 
of the wannabe tough guy on his knees. 


"Say you're sorry, Nate." 
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry!" he says. 


I glanced up to see Libby standing stock still with a pair of 
bread tongs in her hand, staring, her perfect lips parted 
and her jaw slack. 


"What are you sorry for, Nate?" I ask. 

"I'm sorry that I...that I tried to see her panties." 
"What else?" 

"That I said she was desperate?" 


"You don't sound like you're apologizing, you schmuck." I 
wrenched his arm again and he whimpered. 


"I am. I am apologizing!" 
"Try harder." 


"Look, I'm really, really sorry man." 


"Don't tell me, tell her." 


His eyes widened slightly, sweat beading out onto his 
forehead and he looked from the bakery counter back up to 
me. "She ...ain't there." 


I looked up sharply, eyes narrowing in fierce irritation as I 
take in the sight of the empty counter. Lula, the only other 
girl on shift smiling at me like I was somehow doing all of 
this for her benefit. She gives me a finger wave. I glared. 


The tongs Libby had been holding are on top of the glass 
counter and out back, I hear a door close firmly and a rush 
of footsteps going up the stairs to the back of the apartment 
above. 


Damn it. 


With another growl, I tugged on Nate's collar and strong 
arm him and his buddy out onto the street. With a shove, 
the pair of them go sprawling onto the sidewalk. 


"Get lost, the pair of you. Find another place to get your 
from bagels unless you want a side of your own ass on the 
same plate." 


I have no patience for any excuse of a man who thinks it’s 
okay to talk about women that way, but they were talking 
about Libby, my Libby, and that made me see red. 


I've waited too long pussying around pretending I could live 
without her. No more. No one was ever going to speak to 
Libby like that again, because she was going to be mine and 
no one in this part of town was crazy enough to go against 
me. I'd do whatever it took to get her. 


One way or another, she was going to be mine. 


CHAPTER TWO 


L, ibby 


I'm so embarrassed the only thing I want to do is get as far 
away as possible from the bakery and all the customers in 
the line staring right at me. Half of the old bats probably 
agree with every word those guys said. Mrs. Burgess is 
always trying to get me to try her diet pills or come with her 
to her fitness group like I'm in desperate need of help and I 
want to tear my hair out, because the only thing they see is 
that I'm not some size six stick insect. 


I'm out the back, the door slamming behind me before I can 
see any more of the scene playing out right in front of me. 
There's only so far I can go when home is right above the 
shop, and I know Dad will kill me if I take more than a few 
minutes, but I just can't stay there. 


Lilah's had her hand in the register since day one, but her 
parents own the building and Dad calls it extra rent. I can't 
leave her alone with the morning customers for long, but I 
have to clear my head for as long as I can risk it. 


I fumble for my key and jog up the stairs, trying to piece it 
all together. I'm barely holding back the tears. 


I heard everything those idiot guys said about me and then 
Tony went and made it worse by making a big deal out of it 
all instead of ignoring it. I don't even know why he keeps 
coming in every morning other than to torment me with his 
presence. I swear I turn into the biggest klutz when he's 
around, usually right when I'm trying to impress him. Not 
that he'd be impressed, now or ever. 


I've heard a million and one stupid comments from 
immature, idiots like the guys Tony was telling off. But the 
last thing I ever wanted was everyone to know what they 
thought. And by everyone, I mean Tony. Because I like to 
think that maybe he's the one guy on the planet who 
doesn't see me like that. I know he's my Dad's friend, and 
he probably just sees me as a kid, but maybe he could think 
that I'm a pretty kid at least, even if he doesn't really see 
me as a woman, or at all attractive to a guy like him. 


In my fantasies, he sees me as the young woman I like to 
think I've grown into, and one day he'll realize that we're 
meant to be together. That I'm the perfect one for him. 


But right now that fantasy's well and truly blown out of the 
water, and I don't need my Dad's best friend turning all 
parental on me and pulling out the whole protection detail 
just because of a few nasty comments from idiots who 
probably only get laid with ditzy drunk girls. 


In the front room, I go over to the windows and peer out of 
the curtains in time to see Tony toss the two guys out of the 
shop completely. I shrink back against the wall in case any 
of them look up. The last thing I want any of them to see is 
how much even that apology hurt. I don't want Tony to 
think of me like that. 


They're wrong about me. I'm not some desperate slut in the 
making just because I never get attention from jerks like 
them. I’ve never wanted anything from guys like that. I'm 
not easy. I'm a virgin through and through and the only man 
who's ever caught my interest is Tony. He's the only one I've 
ever dreamed about, the only one I've ever wanted. And 
they could never compete with a real man like him even if 
they tried. 


I guess I've been saving myself for him like some total naive 
fool, and I never, ever wanted him to hear the kind of things 
guys like that think about me. It's too humiliating to bear. 


Right from when he first came around to our house when I 
was small, I had been totally infatuated with him. Tony's 
handsome and kind and good and exactly the kind of man I 
don't get to be around all that often because we live in a 
shitty part of Chicago and Dad grew up around the corner 
and everyone is always paying someone else to keep their 
mouth shut or look the other way. Except Tony. 


Tony doesn't have to do any of that because he walks into a 
room and everyone respects him. Sure, part of it comes 
with the Family, but Tony himself, he doesn't lean on that. 


No one else ever stood a chance in my fantasies and that's a 
sad little truth. I'm not delusional enough to think that he'd 
ever cross that line, even if I begged him to, and I've 
thought about doing that a couple of times. 


Maybe he wouldn't be able to resist me if I went to him in 
the middle of the night in one of those floaty Hollywood 
style nightdress things, all feathers and lace. But most likely 
he'd just give me a spare sweater to stop me from getting 
cold. And I'd feel like a total fool. 


Which is probably why I've never tried it. 


The trouble is, all the boys at school seemed so immature 
compared to him, and the guys who got hooked into the 
kind of deals Dad still dabbles in think they're all that and 
then some, but I already know five times over that there is 
never anything good that come out of selling knock off 
designer handbags or beating people up when they can't 
pay money owed. 


I've had a lot of practice dealing with guys like those idiots 
who thought that just because I wasn't destined to be 
America's Next Top Model, I'd do anything they wanted. I 
hate that all they see when they look at me is an easy lay. 
And now Tony knows they all think that, maybe he'll think 
it's true too. It would be for half the girls in my graduating 
class. 


It just makes it so much worse that he got up in their faces 
making out like he was defending my honor. I had a 
pathetic little rush of hopefulness when he called me his, 
but I know he didn't mean that the way that I wanted him 
to. Even though it felt kind of good to see the fear in their 
eyes when he called them out, it doesn't change anything. 
How could he really mean any of that? He's just being nice, 
looking out for me, same as always. 


That's one thing that never changes. Tony is always so nice 
to me. But he could have any woman he wanted. He's so 
much older than me and about a million lightyears out of 
my league. 


My Dad and him grew up on the same block, so he tells it, 
only Tony's Italian and back then, that meant he had a way 
into the kind of world where favors were done and things 
just happened. I guess it's not so different now either. 


He's been real good to my Dad over the years though, 
making sure the bakery Dad pours all his energy into never 
gets shaken down for any protection money. Tony has 


always done good by us, even though Dad sometimes makes 
it out as if he'd have done way better on his own. I know 
that isn't true. Around here, you gotta have the right people 
on side and Tony is definitely the kinda guy you want as a 
friend. 


I'd have him as so much more than a friend in a heartbeat. 


My Dad's loyalty has always flip-flopped, he's always looked 
out for number one. The bakery always comes first. In high 
school he never cut me any slack, making sure I was in at 
the crack of dawn every day right alongside him, prepping 
the bread for the day. 


Tony's different. He always has been. Even if Dad doesn't 
see it, I do. But I know he’s always been good to me 
because he’s Dad's friend. 


Only, lately, it feels like now it's not just Dad that keeps him 
coming around to the bakery. He's been coming in first 
thing every day since I started there full time after 
graduation. Everything seems to have changed as soon as 
high school finished. 


Tony turned up to my graduation party with a cake that I 
hadn't had to make myself, and it was like he saw me for the 
very first time. I'd been obsessing over the idea that maybe 
he saw me as more than just Dad's dumpy kid ever since 
that party. He was the only one to congratulate me on being 
valedictorian. The only one to ask me what I wanted to do 
with my life. 


But it wasn’t like I had much of a choice. I knew there was 
no money for college. Not unless it was catering school, but 
that's Dad's dream, not mine. I've spent way too long being 
teased about being a big girl because I ate all the cookies 
and every shift at the bakery reminds me of that day after 
day. I want to leave it all behind me. 


In my fantasies, I'm Tony's wife. And the only baking I do is 
for my future kids and my future husband. While I take 
these amazing pictures that people line up around the block 
to buy from me. It's more than a hobby, more than the 
million of pictures I’ve taken on my old camera: I'm 
successful, it's a real career. 


I crumple down to the floor, leaning back against my 
bedroom door when I close it behind me and try to steady 
my breathing. I've always felt so pathetic knowing that 
every time I close my eyes the face of the man by my side 
for the rest of my life is Tony's. I can only imagine what Dad 
would say. 


But I didn’t imagine what Tony said downstairs. I didn’t. He 
called me his, and said it like he really meant it. 


What if all that staring he's been doing lately isn't because 
I've made an idiot out of myself wearing a skirt that's too 
short or because I'm covered in flour? My heart rate 
rockets at just the possibility and I feel lightheaded and 
jittery with the idea of it. What if I'm wrong about the kind 
of woman he wants in his life? 


What if he really does want me? 


CHAPTER TAREE 


| ony 


Libby Brockman's name is carved into my heart and it has 
been since the day I saw her after her graduation. 
Somehow all the times I'd looked at her before and seen 
Kyle's kid suddenly melted away and there was this 
beautiful woman looking happier than I'd ever seen her, 
smiling at me like I was exactly who she wanted to be there. 


I'd brought her a dumb cake with balloons on it because it 
seemed like the right thing to do, and Kyle never liked using 
any of the shop ingredients for family occasions, so I knew 
he wasn't going to make her anything special. Seemed to 
me that he worked that girl hard enough and she deserved 
a break, even if her dad didn't put much sway into her 
getting her diploma. 


But as soon as I got there, a glorified kiddy cake in one 
hand, she was there looking like everything I'd spent my 
entire life dreaming about, and wishing I had something 
better than a cheap birthday cake soaked in sugar and 
layered up with buttercream. I should have gotten her 
something classy, because she was classy, with her auburn 


hair in wavy curls, looking like some old Hollywood movie 
star back from when the world was glamourous. Curves in 
all the right places. 


She made the dress she was wearing look a million bucks, 
even though I knew it had come straight from China, via 
Giacomo Rosetti's back yard. 


I'm more than a friend of the family. Her father and I 
practically grew up together, and I was there for him with 
as many beers as he needed and the offer to whack his ex 
when she upped and left him holding the baby. I made sure 
he had no issues setting up shop, threw contracts his way 
whenever I could lean on people to give him business. It 
had always been about me and him, right up until courtesy 
had me swinging by, and there she was, eighteen and 
perfect, looking like everything I had been missing out on 
my whole life. 


Lightning struck, and since that fateful day I've been 
obsessed. 


Now my boss thinks I'm having some kind of carb-related 
midlife crisis because I keep showing up with bakery boxes, 
but it would take more than a dozen-a-day donut habit to 
make a dent in the body I've spent near-on two decades 
honing. 


At thirty-eight, now I know that all the hours at the gym, all 
the time down in the boxing ring, are only for one purpose - 
to make sure I'm everything that Libby Brockman deserves. 


The perfect set of muscles is worth nothing without her 
gripping onto my tricep or running her hands over my pecs 
and washboard abs. I want every sweet inch of her body, 
and I want her to have mine. And I'm going to make that 
happen. 


But for now, going a couple rounds in the ring serves 
another purpose. I've never been so frustrated in my life, 
being so close to what I want but unable to get it. Around 
her, I'm permanently hard like some kind of teenager 
whose body keeps acting up. 


Those kids are lucky they got away with their masculinity 
intact insulting her the way they did. I would have happily 
castrated the pair of them for less than that. But I didn't get 
the chance, and I didn't get the chance to make Libby see 
that was just the start of what I would do for her. The start 
of what she deserves. 


I let out a grunt, swinging through to smack my bandaged 
fists against the hanging punch bag and my sparring 
partner is pushed back with the force of it as the bag fails to 
dissipate the full hit. 


I strike the plasticated fabric again as hard as I can, 
knowing that without gloves my abraded knuckles feel 
more. Too hard and I could break my hand, but I don't care. 
The bruises are a good kind of pain, it sure is a whole lot 
better than the ache in my balls from always having to hold 
myself back. One thing is certain, no way can I keep 
denying the way I feel about Libby any more. 


Kyle's going to have to deal with it. I'll make him see just 
how right for her I am. How right for her I'm going to be. 
Any father has to appreciate a man who wants to give his 
daughter everything, right? 


I know her heart isn't in the bakery the way her father's is. 
So, I'll take her away from that, help her set up doing 
whatever she truly wants in life. I have the contacts and the 
income to make that happen, to give her whatever life she 
wants. Just as long as it's by my side. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


L, ibby 


The buzz of the intercom makes me groan on instinct even 
before I glance towards it from the couch. It's the one day 
of the week when I don't have to be up at the crack of dawn 
to help Dad with the bread and in my usual style, I'm taking 
full advantage to slob about in my PJ’s until I have a real 
reason to get up properly. 


The last thing I want to deal with is a visitor. Maybe if I 
ignore them, whoever it is will go away. 


I hold my breath, as though being quiet when they can't 
even hear me up here from the street will make the 
slightest bit of difference, but the buzzer sounds again 
before I'm even gasping for the next lungful of air. 


Maybe another kind of person would ignore it, and I'm 
sorely tempted, but I've always been too responsible for my 
own good. It could be one of the neighbors in trouble or 
something, though I have no idea why they wouldn't just go 
into the bakery and get a hold of Dad directly. 


With a sigh, I pick up the intercom phone. 


"Hello?" I say. 


"Libby, it's Tony." My heart catches in my throat, on the way 
to going into overdrive. What's he doing here? 


"Oh, hi Tony. Dad should be downstairs in the shop," I say. 
It's as much as I can do to play it cool. 


"Yeah." There's a long pause and I realize I'm holding my 
breath again as I twirl the coiled cord around my fingers, 
waiting to see what he's going to say. "Actually I wanted to 
see you. Can I come up?" 


My eyes widen in horror as I look down at myself. "Uh..." 
My PJ pants are a faded plaid and I'm wearing the most 
unflattering nightshirt I own, complete with a couple of 
chocolate stains from my Ben & Jerry's binge the night 
before. No way do I want Tony even coming close to 
guessing that I'd spent the night in with a pint of Cherry 
Garcia looking over all my recent photographs and 
pretending I have the guts to put them into some kind of 
portfolio that my dream gallery would obviously instantly 
accent for a sell-out show. He'd see me as even more of a 
loser then. 


"Sure?" I say. Lightning fast, I make a calculation. I figure if 
I stretch the cord on the handset far enough, I'll be halfway 
to my bedroom before I buzz him up. That should give me 
enough time to pull on something that makes me look 
halfway decent. 


"Great." Tony must be down there wondering just how slow 
someone can be when it comes to buzzing someone up. 
There's only so long I can delay it. I glance over my 
shoulder to my bedroom door and press the entry button. 


Darting forward, I ditch the handset, not caring that it 
clatters to the floor. I'm already whipping my nightshirt off, 


yanking open my drawers to find something to shove over 
my t-shirt bra. I fling a cami onto the bed, but realize 
there's no way I want Tony seeing me in my PJ pants either. 


"Oh, crap." 


I tug out a sundress from the closet and pull it over my 
head, wiggling it down over my chest and hips, thankful 
that I waxed my legs. The stretchy fabric and wrap-over 
style makes me feel feminine and the skirt flares out, all full, 
and it's a million times better than the slob look, even if I 
haven't had time to run a comb through my hair. Tousled, 
that's a thing, right? I hope he thinks so. 


I breathe out a sigh of relief that I've averted disaster as I 
tug my PJ pants off, but a glance in the mirror shows the 
line of my bra showing above the neckline of my dress. 


Out in the hall there's a solid knock on the front door and I 
grimace at my reflection. I don't have time for this. 
Desperate times call for desperate measures. Without 
another thought, I whip my bra off and toss it down onto 
the bed. 


In a rush, I pull my bedroom door closed on the carnage 
I've just created and it's only when I ram the intercom 
headset back into the cradle and yank the front door open 
that I realize I'm still wearing my fuzzy socks. Self 
consciously, I push my unruly hair back behind my ears and 
pull on my best, biggest grin. So much for playing it cool. 
Every time I look at Tony, my heart rate goes crazy and the 
world doesn't seem so bad. 


Tony 


I feel my pupils dilate, lust taking over, as soon as I set eyes 
on Libby. I can't stop myself from taking in the teasing 


bounce of her soft breasts beneath the stretchy material of 
her dress. She can't know what she does to me. But maybe 
she has some idea. 


Her nipples are standing upright, pointing straight out like 
they're honed in on me, and there's nothing I can do to stop 
my cock from doing exactly the same thing in return. She's 
got a breathless kind of flush to her cheeks that makes me 
think about what she'd look like on my bed, underneath me, 
crying out my name as I show her all the ways I want to 
worship her. 


Out of her bakery uniform, out of that shapeless coverall 
that hides every tempting curve, she's even better than I 
remember and it's all I can do to stop myself from pushing 
her up against the wall and claiming her right there and 
then. 


"Hey," she says, and I'm damn near hypnotized by the way 
her teeth find her plump lower lip. 


She looks up at me with her wide, perfect blue eyes and the 
ability to string a sentence together leaves me. I can just 
about speak caveman. That I'm sure of. But she deserves 
better than that. 


“Hey. How you doin'?" I ask, finally finding my words. 


"Me? Oh, I'm fine. I'm good. You didn't have to check up on 
me. Those guys are just jackasses." 


My jaw clenches and I can't stop the growl that the memory 
of those idiots conjures. Never again is anyone going to 
make the mistake of thinking Libby's fair game. She won't 
be when she's mine and that's only a matter of time. As 
little time as I can make it. 


"They shouldn't have said that shit. They won't say it again." 


Her cheeks flare red and she looks down sharply, like she 
doesn't even want me bringing this up. Does she think I'd 
think that those idiots were right? I step towards her, 
driven by a surge of protectiveness like I've never felt for 
anyone in my life. "Listen to me. They're jackasses, just like 
you said." 


Libby still doesn't look up, but she does nod slowly. "I know," 
she says quietly. 


I'm not all that convinced that she believes what she's 
saying. "Libby..." I say, tilting up her chin so that she has no 
choice but to meet my eyes and immediately my focus goes 
to the plump swell of her lips all over again. "Listen to me. 
You could have anyone you damn well want and they'd be 
lucky to have you." 


Her eyes shy away from mine, cutting sideways. "Oh that's 
really not true." 


"Yeah?" I clench my jaw again, green with the idea that she 
already has a guy she likes. Well, I'll just have to show her 
how much of a better choice I am. "Well he's a jackass too. 
You want me to take him down a peg or two?" 


Libby's lips press in on each other and she finally looks up 
to meet my gaze with the tiniest shake of her head and a 
sad kind of look in her eyes. She lets out a sigh that damn 
near breaks my heart and I want to kill whoever makes her 
feel this way. 


"It's you, Tony. It's always been you." 


My breath rushes out of me in a swell of relief. "Damn right 
it is. Fuck, Libby. If I'd known...This whole time I've been 
holding back." 


"What..?" Surprise lights her features, but there's no way 
I'm letting her pull back from me now. I should have done 


this weeks ago. I should never have let what her father is 
going to think get in the way of something so right, so 
natural. She has to be mine, the charge between us is too 
strong to be ignored. 


"I've been obsessed with you since your graduation party. 
Why the hell else do you think I come into the bakery every 
morning?" 


Libby looks stunned, but there's a small smile tugging at 
the corner of her lips. "I don't know. The muffins?" 


I let out a grumble, stepping closer even as she takes an 
instinctive step back. "I'll give you muffins..." I say. 


There's not a thing I can do to stop myself from pressing 
forward until she's up against the wall and her mouth slips 
open, her chest rising and falling in time with her shallow 
panting. She has to be able to feel my cock pressing against 
the soft heat of her inner thigh and there's nothing I can do 
to stop the grinding roll of my hips. I have to be near her. I 
want to make her lose her mind. 


I claim her mouth with mine in a breathless, artless kiss 
that tells her just how much I wanted this. Her lips on mine 
- I can barely restrain the urge to tear at them with my 
teeth, to ravage her completely like some kind of possessed 
beast. There's a rumble like thunder in my throat, warning 
her of the storm of passion she's unleashed and I barely 
have the control to let her pull back enough to breathe. 


"Oh Tony, I never thought you'd ever want me-" 


"None of that." I cut her off, self doubt is the last thing I 
want to hear from her. I'll make her see how perfect she is 
for me, and that's the only thing that matters. "I'll always 
want you. And now I ain't ever going to let you go." 


Her breathing shudders against mine as I slide my hands 
around her hips, pulling her in more solidly against me so 
she knows exactly where she belongs. The little whimper 
she lets out is the sexiest damn thing I’ve ever heard and 
when her hands start roaming over my chest I know there's 
no way I can hold back. I've waited too long already, 
burning with the need to claim her, to make her mine and 
today's the day it's going to happen. 


She tilts her head up, going on her toes to keep on kissing 
me and she lifts her leg like she's trying to find a way to 
climb me like a tree just to get closer and my hand clamps 
onto her thigh to hold it up as I kiss her all over again. A 
thousand times I've stayed up thinking about this moment, 
but reality is so much sweeter. 


"Oh Tony, I want you so much." 
"I want you too, Libby. Forever." 


There's a little gleam of tears in her eyes when she blinks 
up at me that only makes me crush my lips to hers harder 
all over again. "You really mean it?" 


Once I get inside her and plant my seed, she'll know exactly 
how serious I am. She will milk my body dry without even 
trying. I can't find the words to tell her that it's my other 
head that's doing all the thinking right now. "Bedroom. 
Now." 


Libby's eyes widen, but I can read the thrill in them as I 
duck to scoop her up into my arms. 


The sound of a key in the door is the only thing that halts 
me, and somehow I set her on her feet and she pulls away 
before Kyle, her father, swings it open. 


Libby steps away from me like she's been burned and it 
takes everything I have to let her even that far away from 


me. 
"Tony! I thought I saw you come up!" her dad says. 


I grit my teeth, tense against the urge to tell him to get the 
hell out of his own home, because I want to take his 
daughter and claim her on every flat surface in the 
apartment. 


"Hey." Conversation is not something I'm in the mood for. "It 
was Libby I was after actually." 


"Oh yeah?" 


I feel Libby look from me to her father and I can sense the 
swell of panic in her rise. She doesn't have a thing to worry 
about. No one is getting in the way of us, not even Kyle. 


"Dad, what are you doing up here? Who's looking after the 
shop?" 


"I closed it for five minutes. Honey, don't worry about it, 
we're in the pre-lunch lull. Would you listen to her, all 
responsible now that she's graduated? Taking the family 
business to heart. That's my girl, huh?" 


I feel my jaw pop under the pressure of my clenched teeth. 
Does he even know his daughter at all? From what I can 
see, she's always been more responsible than him and he 
doesn't even do her the credit of realizing her heart is 
absolutely not in that bakery downstairs. 


"Well, you're going to have to figure out a way to do without 
her for a bit, Kyle." 


"What you talking about?" 


Maybe it wasn't true a second ago, but it's true now - I'll 
make sure it is. "That gallery space up town needs someone 
with Libby's photography experience. They're doing an 


exhibition of local artists. And they want her stuff 
headlining." 


Libby's eyes widen so much I think they might just pop out 
her head and Kyle looks more than a little stunned. 


"Wow. I never knew you were that good, sweetheart." 


"She is. And it's got to be her. Full time. No bakery shifts. I 
need her fresh." 


Libby bites her lip, pressing down on her smile that looks 
like it's threatening to levitate her right off the ground with 
all her happiness. I have to look away to stop myself from 
remembering exactly what her kisses feel like. 


"I guess I can do without you. For a bit." 


I clap my hand onto Kyle's shoulder, walking past him on my 
way to the door. "Good. Because I gotta have her. I'll pick 
you up tomorrow, okay Libby?" 


She nods mutely and behind her father's back I blow her a 
kiss that makes her cheeks flush and her whole face glow. 


"See you tomorrow, Tony." 


CHAPTER FIVE 


L, ibby 


Right like he said he would be, when I peek out of the 
curtains the next morning, Tony's down on the street 
waiting for me to come down. He's leaning against the side 
of his sleek fancy car and he shields his eyes from the sun, 
looking up at the window and sparing me a wave that 
makes my heart jump and my smile take over my face. 


Last night it felt like a dream. I could hardly believe that 
he'd kissed me. I would have thought I made it all up except 
that my lips still felt bruised from the force he'd ravaged me 
with. I've never been kissed like that before, never been 
kissed at all in fact and I have no doubt at all that he meant 
every word he said about wanting me so bad. Just as badly 
as I want him. 


I'm too scared to pinch myself in case I wake up. 


When he told Dad about the gallery wanting my photos, I 
couldn't believe it. But if there's anyone who could make 
that happen it's Tony. He might look like some kind of 
hulking, over muscled brute to some people, but to me he's 


always been a gentle giant. In this neighborhood, he's 
always looked out for people, and I don't care what people 
say about him, he's not some kind of heartless mafia man. 
Around here is his heartland and people under his family's 
protection feel secure. He keeps everyone in the area in 
line and makes sure that no one comes in from outside 
looking to take advantage or start trouble. So where's the 
harm in that? 


I'm more certain than ever that I want to give myself to him 
completely. I couldn't stand it if Dad tried to say we couldn't 
see each other. For now it's best he doesn't know. 


I hurry down to the curb, pausing just a moment to smooth 
the skirt of my dress down and make sure I don't lose my 
grip on the portfolio I'm carrying. I was worried that the 
creamy white was too much, but Tony checks me out with a 
lingering gaze that makes me flush all over and I know I 
look just fine. 


“Damn, Libby. You sure you should be wearing that?" 


I grin at his compliment, feeling a little coy and way more 
confident flirting then I would be with before. Knowing he 
wants me is such a relief. "Why? Don't you like it?" 


"I like it just fine, but nobody else better look at you, that's 


all I'm sayin’." 

He holds the passenger door of the car open, and extends 
his hand to help me down into the low seat that wraps 
around my body like I'm in a jump jet or a real race car. I 
don't know a thing about sports cars, but when he slips into 
the driver's seat next to me and fires up the engine, the 
rumble goes right through me, straight to my suddenly 
tingling clit." Oh." 


Tony smiles at me from the driver's seat and for the first 
time I get the feeling I'm really in trouble. 


"If you like that, just wait until later." 
“What happens later?" 
"Baby, I'm going to rock your world." 


Just thinking about the way I felt with his hands all over me 
yesterday is making me hungry for more. I want him to 
teach me how to please him the way I know he's going to 
please me. I have no doubt that after today is over, he'll be 
my man and I hope he always will be. But I've never done 
anything like this before, let alone with an experienced 
older man. All I can do is hope that he doesn't think I'm too 
young for him because I don't know what I'm doing. A guy 
like him could have his pick of any woman in this city - the 
last thing he needs is an inexperienced virgin like me. 


When I give myself to him, that's it, I'm his forever. I just 
hope he sees it that way too. 


We pull up outside the gallery and Tony gets out, skirting 
around the hood to get to my door before I even have a 
chance to open it. Like the perfect gentleman, he's there to 
help me out of the low seat and up onto the sidewalk. 


I could definitely get used to this. 


Tony 


The gallery used to be an old warehouse and the 
transformation wouldn't have taken place if it wasn't for me 
and my boss. Regeneration of the neighborhood that's our 
game. The only dodgy dealings my boss wants going on are 
those that benefit him. 


The family's reputation is enough to set people quaking in 
their boots. These days I don't have to do much roughing 
up, my size is more than enough to get most moving. I get 
what I want, it's been that way for years, and the owner 
here wasn't stupid enough to disagree with me when I told 
him he wanted Libby heading a new show of local talent. 


I didn't have to wait for his say-so to show her the space 
because I have a key as part of my property management 
services. No one else apart from us will be here all morning. 


I pull open the doors for her and watch her face light up 
with sheer glee as she strolls inside. I know she's picturing 
her photos up on the walls and it's everything that she 
deserves. 


"Tony this place is amazing! My pictures would have to be 
huge." 


"That's what I was thinking." 


She turns to look at me. "I can't believe you managed to 
sort this out." 


"I'd do anything for you, Libby. I really mean that." 


She bites her lip and her eyes lock onto mine. Beneath the 
fabric of her dress, I can see her nipples harden into tight 
little bullets, honed right in on me. She steps forward at 
exactly the same time I do. 


The charge between us is magnetic. 


There's nothing stopping me now. No one is going to 
interrupt us. I'm already breathless when I claim her mouth 
with mine, pulling her in with a hand at the nape of her 
neck. She whimpers against my lips, pressing bodily in 
against me like she can't stand to be apart for another 
moment. I sure as hell can't. 


"Oh Tony, I want you so bad." 
"Baby, you've got me." 


I slide my hand up her skirt and her cheeks flush as I find 
the edge of her panties. She's breathing like she's been 
running a marathon and her whole body shudders when I 
brush my thumb slowly over the seam at her crotch. 


The lacy fabric is already damp and I know she's just as 
primed for me as I am for her. My fingers tug at the thin 
material, moving it aside and Libby gasps, shuddering 
against me as I expose her to the cool air and find her clit 
with the pad of my thumb. 


I can't get enough of how responsive she is. Every little 
touch, she goes off like a firework. 


She's dripping from the lips of her pussy and I up the 
pressure on her clit until she's writhing, half acting like 
she's trying to get away, but I know that's couldn’t be 
farther from the truth because when she meets my eyes, 
her hips drive forward, seeking out more pressure for the 
release she knows only I can give her. 


I’ve never wanted anyone more than I want her right now, 
and there's only one thing for it. I back her up against the 
wall, and sink down to my knees as I hitch her skirt up 
higher and trace a line of sticky dampness from her eager 
fluids along the perfect softness of her inner thigh with my 
tongue. 


“Ohmygod," Libby says, breathless and frantic, and I'm not 
even close to being done yet. I'm about to show her what a 
real man can do. 


Slowly, I trail my tongue up, taking my time as I lick and 
suck at her sweet silky skin, until my mouth closes over her 
thrumming clit. Her knees practically give out as I trace the 


tip of my tongue over the swollen little bud of her sex, 
moving slowly, then flickering fast enough to make her 
groan and shudder. 


Her hands find their way into my hair, hovering lightly over 
my scalp like she doesn't quite know what to do with them, 
whether to pull me in harder or fend me back. But I'm 
about to short-circuit her brains so it's not a decision she 
can even make. 


Nothing makes me hotter than the taste of her juices, and I 
love the sweet freshness of her as I let my tongue slide 
between her folds. I'm so hard my pants are straining at the 
seam, but I refuse to touch myself. The next hand on me is 
going to be hers. 


I let out a hum that sets her juddering against me, and 
then, I'm thrusting into her, using my tongue to fuck her 
tight walls while the tip of my nose ruts in deep against her 
sweetly musky folds. 


Libby cries out, her back arching in pleasure and I follow 
the motion in unrelenting assault on her senses. I'm not 
coming up for air until she's come apart into a thousand 
different pieces. 


Her hands settle against my scalp, gripping my hair, pulling 
me in and I can feel her begin to get into it, moving her hips 
in time with little helpless whimpers like she can't believe 
it's so good. "Oh Tony" 


I ramp the pressure up, seeking deep inside her with the tip 
of my tongue for the rough patch of nerves that I know will 
make her go wild. 


And when I find it, she leaves me in no doubt. "Tony - oh, 
yes - yes! Tony!" 


Nothing has ever sounded so sexy as my name on her lips. 
She's everything I want, and right now, I'm going to take 
the rest of her to prove it. 


Libby's cheeks flush and she looks down, as though she's 
ashamed of something. 


"Baby, what is it?" 
"Tony... I'm a virgin." 


The whole world stops. Everything else except her stops 
existing for a handful of seconds. The growl rumbling deep 
in my throat is feral and possessive and I can't stop myself 
from mauling her neck with ragged, bitten kisses. 


Libby squeals out a laughing protest. "Tony!" But there's 
nothing in the world that has the power to stop me now. No 
one's ever touched her apart from me, and no one apart 
from me ever will. She will be mine. 


"You're the sexiest woman I’ve ever met," I tell her. "And 
after tonight, when I make you mine, you're going to know 
it." 


But one thing I'm certain of, it's not happening here. Libby 
deserves to be treated like the goddess that she is and 
there's no way that I'm taking her virginity up against the 
wall of a converted warehouse, even if she does love the 
space and I'm harder than the concrete making up the 
floor. 


I scoop her up in my arms, carrying her princess style back 
out to the car, barely resisting the urge to throw her over 
my shoulder in a fireman's carry. She's mine and I need to 
take her somewhere I can claim her. 


Libby 


My knees are still jello from holding myself up against the 
wall while Tony showed me exactly what he could do with 
his tongue. I can't stop blushing just thinking about it and 
there is a little shiver in my gut at the thought that he 
hasn't even taken me properly yet. What if I can't handle 
him? What if he changes his mind? 


He scoops me up like I'm feather light, like I belong right 
here, with him, and he has to have me. I know it's true. I 
want him to have every part of me. There's no room for my 
little voice of doubt when he carries me over to the car, 
setting me down in the passenger seat and practically 
running around to the driver's side to gun the engine. 


He breaks about fifteen traffic laws on the way to his 
apartment and I swear I nearly get whiplash every time he 
brakes. When I glance at him, I can see the outline of his 
erection along the leg of his pants and it looks even longer 
and larger than it felt when he was pressing it up against 
my thigh. 


Part of me doesn't think he'll ever be able to fit inside of me, 
the other part is desperate to try. 


We're at his building in a matter of minutes and Tony 
screeches the car to a halt, handing the keys to the parking 
attendant as he rounds to open my door again. I look up at 
the building, awed by the scale of it. I always knew Tony's 
was powerful, but this place is unreal. 


His arm slips around my waist, his hand settling firmly into 
the small of my back, making me hyper aware of his touch 
and the charge of electricity zinging right through me. This 
is worlds away from Dad's bakery, but with Tony leading me 
on, I know it could be a part of my future. 


I feel like everyone in the lobby must know exactly what 
we're up to, but Tony strolls on past the concierge with a 


confident nod, and I do my best not to look like we're 
sneaking up to his apartment to have sex in the middle of 
the day. 


Because, oh wow - we are. That's exactly what we're doing, 
because we can't keep our hands off each other. 


He pulls me into the elevator and as soon as the doors 
close, he's rounded on me, caging me against the back wall 
with his impressive arms. I’ve never felt so small, or 
flustered. But damn it, I want him. 


"You're sure about this?" Tony asks, looking down at me 
with such seriousness in his eyes and I know he'd back off 
in an instant if I asked him to. 


There's no way I want that. 


I reach up, pulling his head down so that I can reach his lips 
and kiss him as hard as I can, until I'm breathless. 


"You're the only man I've ever wanted, Tony." 


"Say it," he demands, lips quirking up at the corner like he 
knows he's letting his ego get the better of him. 


"Say what?" 


His lips trail a string of kisses up my neck, and he nibbles 
slowly along my earlobe, doing something with his tongue 
that nearly has my eyes rolling back into my head. He's like 
Kryptonite, and I'm completely totally doomed. 


"Say, 'I want you to take me." 


The rush of breath flooding my lungs is involuntary. My 
heart is thundering in my chest. "I do." 


"Say it." 


"I want you to...make love to me. I want you to take me." 


"I'm gonna turn you into a real woman, Libby. My woman." 
"Oh, yes Tony..." 


His knee nudges between my thighs and I spread my legs 
for him, already grinding shamelessly against the friction 
he's providing. 


"You want this? I'm not so sure." 

"I do. Tony, please." 

"Tell me." 

"Tony. I need you." 

"Where?" 

"Inside me. I need you inside me...Right now." 


He lets out a rumbling growl and the elevator doors ping 
open on his floor just in time. It should be no surprise that 
he has a penthouse. Or that he grabs me around the waist 
to throw me over his shoulder and carry me in like a total 
caveman. 


I could totally be Jane to his Tarzan. 


We don't make it to the bedroom. He drops me down onto 
the first horizontal surface we come across, which just 
happens to me the large, sprawling couch, right in front of 
the floor to ceiling windows overlooking the whole city. 


Tony pulls his belt off and my eyes lock onto it for a long, 
solid moment, my mouth watering with anticipation as I 
wonder just what he's planning on doing with it, but then 
he lets it drop to the floor and tugs his shirt up over his 
head in one smooth motion. 


He's everything I ever imagined, chiseled and brawny and 
huge, his broad expanse of chest tapering down to a narrow 


waist, and holy hell, he's down to his boxers so fast I nearly 
don't see where his pants went. 


"I should be treating you like a princess, Libby. I know you 
deserve it, but I can't hold back any longer." 


I bite my lip, eyes locking onto his cock that has to be as 
thick as my wrist and nearly as long as my forearm and I 
force my eyes back up to his face. "I don't want you to hold 
back, Tony." 


There's no time to second guess myself. I pull my dress off 
in a hurry, conscious of my round stomach and the size of 
my breasts, but Tony's over the top of me in a moment. His 
hands everywhere, stroking warmth right through me, 
worshipping every inch of my skin as he unhooks my bra. 
His mouth closes over my breast, kissing hard, sucking 
harder, and I shiver with the pleasure of it all. 


His thumbs slip into the waistband of my panties and I 
wiggle out of them as he slides them down my legs. It takes 
a minute before I'm brave enough to pull his boxer briefs 
off, and when I do, his cock snaps back up against his flat 
stomach and he leans in, pressing his throbbing mushroom 
head in against my soft belly so I can feel how slick he is 
with precome. 


I've never known such heat, and the only thing I know is 
that it's wasted outside of me. 


"Tony please. I want you inside me, so much." 


There's no more stalling after that. Tony lays me back 
against the couch and I spread my legs for him as he grinds 
in against me. My clit is still swollen and thrumming from 
everything he did to me back at the gallery and I'm slick 
and ready for him. 


All the same, the press of his cock against my entrance 
takes my breath away. But Tony's right there kissing me, 
and his magic, magic fingers slide down between us and I 
grind against the pressure he's giving me. I never thought 
I'd be so desperate for pleasure like this, but when he 
touches me it's like nothing I've ever felt. Every venture 
into pleasuring myself is a weak, pale comparison and I 
know that my body was made for him and him alone. 


He slips one arm under my knee, pulling my leg up as high 
as I can stretch, pinning me against the couch and I groan, 
realizing he's opening me to take him. All I can do is slide 
my arms around his neck and shoulders and arch against 
him as he drives his hot, steely cock deep inside me. 


He goes so slowly I nearly die five times over, but he doesn't 
let up until I'm panting, practically begging for him to let 
himself go. 


"Tony, do it. Please... please. I can't take it anymore." 


Then all of a sudden, he's filling me up, stretching me 
impossibly wide and everything goes hot and red and 
deeply intense when he plunges deep inside me and his 
cock hits something in me that makes me jackknife and 
swear and my vision cloud over. 


"Fuck, Libby, you're so tight." 


His voice is awed, like he can hardly believe it. I sure can't 
believe how good he feels. No one ever told me it would be 
like this. 


I have to kiss him again, but then Tony's thrusting into me, 
making me gasp every time he strikes in as deep as he can. 
There has to be a whole handful of his huge cock that won't 
even make it inside, but Tony doesn't seem to notice. 


I shudder, at the point of nearly speaking tongues when he 
draws nearly all the way out of me so slowly I can feel every 
millimeter slide impossibly slowly out of my desperate, 
aching pussy, and then he thrusts back in, filling me up hard 
and fast enough to take my breath away before I can even 
really feel the loss. 


I'm a mess, and it's all because of him. One giant web of 
sensitized nerve endings and he's the only one who can fuse 
me back together. 


When he picks up the pace I'm more than ready, and it isn't 
long before he's pounding me into the couch. I'm moaning 
with every thrust, clawing at his shoulders even though 
there's no strength left in my hands. The only thing I can do 
is lie there and take it, let myself become overwhelmed by 
pleasure, unable to do more than shift my hips in time with 
each deep thrust he takes to work himself inside me deeper. 


That is definitely Tony's plan. 


Right when I think I can't take any more, he arches above 
me, letting out a shout and my body clenches around him 
tight. I cry out with the pleasure of my orgasm hitting me 
like a mac truck, just as his cock throbs harder and he 
shoots his seed deep inside me, painting every inch of my 
walls with his seed. 


I can barely catch my breath and nothing else exists apart 
from him and me and the couch we're lying on. 


"Oh Tony. Ohmygod Tony." I can't stop saying his name, over 
and over again like some kind of prayer that's just been 
answered, until he stops my mouth with his, kissing me 
more deeply than I've ever been kissed before. 


He's still inside me, and I never want him to leave. I could 
stay like this forever, with my thighs spread wide around 


him and too weak to move. He hums against my lips, pulling 
back slowly, but only enough so that I can see the grin 
spreading across his face. 


"Libby... You're perfect. You’re mine." 


CHAPTER SIX 


L, ibby 


When I wake up it takes me a minute to remember that I'm 
at Tony's apartment, but it doesn't take long for the aches 
of my naked body to remind me exactly what the pair of us 
got up to the night before. I stretch beneath the silky 
sheets, and his arm comes around me, pinning me to his 
perfect body and I hum out a little sigh of contentment. 


This is exactly how I have dreamed of waking up, right next 
to the man of my dreams. And last night he made me his. I 
can hardly believe I'm not a virgin anymore, but there's no 
denying it. I feel like everything has changed and in a way, 
it has. 


Yesterday, I wasn't just a virgin, I was a young woman 
without a clear direction. Today, it's like everything has 
fallen into place. I can see my future stretching out ahead of 
me so clearly. Tony by my side, and me the mother to his 
children. My pictures are on the wall at the local gallery. 
Both of us are happier than we've ever been. 


Tony rolls onto his side, propping his head onto his elbow as 
he trails his hand down my side slow enough to make me 
need to bite my lip and shiver. 


“Morning, gorgeous." 


He leans in to kiss me and it's the best feeling in the world 
when he pulls my body on top of his as though I don't weigh 
a thing. His cock is already hard between my thighs and his 
eyes glint when he looks up at me. "You see what you do to 
me?" 


I let out a purr, shifting my hips against him as my pussy 
thrums at the contact with the bare skin of his impossibly 
hard cock. After last night I can't get enough of him and my 
body is still ready for him to slip right inside me. 


"You didn't get enough last night?" 


"Baby, I'm never going to get enough of you. You need to 
understand that right now." 


I laugh, feeling my cheeks glow at the compliment. I know 
he means it, and it's true for me too. I never thought sex 
could be so good, but with him I know it's so much more 
than just the physical. We are made for each other, and he 
was made to put his seed inside me just like I was made to 
grow his children. Our children. 


Without another word, he shifts his hips, rubbing himself 
against me. All the while he thumbs at my tingling clit, 
making me buck against his hand and lean back, full of heat 
and groaning for more. 


He flips us over in a sweaty tangle when I'm breathless, and 
it only takes a few strokes before I'm shattering with 
pleasure, and Tony shoots his sticky load inside me, right 
where it feels so good. 


We shower together, barely able to keep our hands to 
ourselves. I'm at the point where I don't think we are ever 
going to leave his apartment again, when Tony makes a 
suggestion. 


“Let's go for pizza." 


My smile tips my lips. Nothing fancy, I'm not so much of a 
fancy girl. And after all our athletics, I could go for greasy 
dough loaded with cheese. " Now that is a great idea." 


"It is, isn't it?" Tony says, offering me his arm as we head 
out the door and down to get his car from the valet who 
parked it. 


I figure he's taking me somewhere in Little Italy, but we 
wind up somewhere completely different. I shoot him a side 
look when he pulls us up outside the Willis Tower and leads 
me towards the entrance of the Skydeck. 


"What are we doing here?" 


Tony shrugs. "It's a beautiful day. I bet you'd get some great 
pictures up there." 


I bite my lip, unwilling to tell him just how ravenous he's 
made me. Pizza can wait for another hour, I guess. He's 
taking me for a nice date, I don't want to seem ungrateful 
when I never thought I would even come close to spending 
time with him like this, just the two of us. I've never gone up 
to see the view, and it has to be worth it. 


Every minute together makes me realize just how good we 
are together. Around him, I feel like I can be myself, and I 
love that I get to see his joking side when all too often he's 
showing his stern, serious side in the neighborhood. I guess 
because it's his job to keep the balance right and everyone 
protected and in line. 


Tony brushes us past a sign that says the place is closed for 
a private booking, ducking us under a roped off barricade 
with a nod to a security guard minding the elevator. 


"Tony!" I hiss, really not sure he should be doing this. 
"Libby, relax. I know these guys." 
"But the sign..." 


"Don't you worry about the sign. You could do with doing 
some things you wanna do, instead of what you're supposed 
to all the time." 


I let out a breath, rolling my eyes as he threads his fingers 
through mine, tugging me towards the elevator. 


"Okay, fine." I have to admit it's kind of thrilling to sneak 
into a place like this. 


When we get to the top, the viewing deck is entirely empty 
apart from us, and the view across the city takes my breath 
away. 


"Wow. I never knew you could see so far!" 
"It's a great view, huh?" 


He follows me over to the window, and takes my hand again, 
drawing me over to one of the overhanging glass balconies. 


"Uh uh. No way. I saw on the news, those things break." 


"It's not gonna break, Libby. I promise you. Do you trust 
me?" 


He holds his hand out, backing into the overhanging 
rectangle of glass, and I realize I'm holding my breath. He 
gives a little jump, landing heavily, and just like he says, 
nothing happens. 


"Fine. But it's all on you if it shatters." 
"I'll take the gamble." 


He draws me in close, and one minute I'm doing my very 
best not to look down at the glass floor beneath our feet, 
relishing in Tony’s tight hold on me, and the next he's 
kissing me deeply. I let out a hum, feeling myself melt 
against him. 


When did I get so lucky? This man has to be perfect. He 
sure is perfect for me. 


The ding of the elevator makes me pull back with a guilty 
little gasp, suddenly full of visions of security throwing us 
out. But it's not that at all. When the doors open, a delivery 
driver steps out, holding a couple of individual sized pizza 
boxes. I can tell from the boxes they're from Pequod's. 
That's not just any pizza. 


I frown, narrowing my eyes in playful suspicion at Tony. 


The last thing I would think was possible would be to get a 
pizza delivered up here, but then Tony's no regular guy. 


He beckons the guy over, taking out his wallet and folding 
off a couple of bills, swapping them for the boxes. 


"Tony...?" 
He grins when he sees how wide my eyes are. 


"What? I called in a favor. This is the best deep dish in the 
city." 


"Tony, we're on the Skydeck! And it's supposed to be 
closed!" 


"Yeah. For us." 


"What?" I can't get over what he must have done to make 
this happen. It's so over the top, and I love it! 


"Aw, Libby, you're telling me you don't like the view?" 


I laugh at him, feeling every part of me glow with 
appreciation for this man who would use every contact he 
has ever made over all the years he's worked this city to get 
me everything I’ve ever wanted. 


"No, Tony. You're crazy. I love the view. And that pizza is 
great." 


"Crazy for you. That's what I'm saying. The best pizza in the 
city." He slides his arm around me, his hand settling on the 
small of my back, making my spine straighten with a tingle 
of anticipation that shoots right through me as he guides 
me to the other side of the viewing deck. 


"And this right here, is the best table in the city." 


I can't believe what I'm seeing. He's gotten them to set up a 
table for two with the perfect view over Lake Michigan. 


"You get the VIP treatment everywhere you go?" I ask him, 
teasing just a little. 


"Nah," he says, sitting down and pulling out a napkin and 
tucking it into his shirt collar after handing me one of the 
pizza boxes. "But when I'm trying to impress the woman of 
my dreams, I figure it can't hurt." 


I shake my head, feeling my cheeks flush with heat and I lift 
my camera, which he suggested I bring yesterday, peering 
through the lens to line up the perfect shot of my perfect 
man on the best day of my life. 


"Well, it's working." I didn't think I could fall for Tony any 
more than I already have, but right now he's proving me 


wrong. I would spend every day with him for the rest of my 
life right by his side in a heartbeat, if only he'd ask. 


I just have to hope that he really does feel the same way 
too. There's no way I'm ever getting over this if he changes 
his mind. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


L, ibby 


I know I should have called Dad before I stayed over. But 
just as soon as we pull up to the curb outside the bakery 
he's through the door of the shop, glowering at the pair of 
us as Tony parks up. 


"Where the hell have you been? What the hell have you 
been doing with my daughter, Tony?" Dad snaps. 


Tony rounds the car and inserts himself between us, his 
arms folded menacingly across his chest. There aren't so 
many people in this district who would take that tone of 
voice with Tony and not expect to bring trouble down on 
themselves. I guess my dad's forgotten that along the way, 
with all the favors he's done us over the years. 


"I've been showing her a good time." 


"Well I was expecting her home yesterday. She had shifts I 
had to get covered today." 


Tony grits his teeth. "I told you, she's not doing that 
anymore." 


"No? Who the hell do you think you are telling me what she 
is and isn't doing?" 


"Dad, calm down. Stop a minute." 


"No, Libby. This guy thinks he's a big shot, huh? That he can 
walk in and start telling me what to do, what you want, like 
he knows better than your own father." 


"Dad... He's right. I don't - I don't want to work here 
forever." 


It's Dad's turn to grit his teeth, and he turns to look at me 
finally. "What's that on your neck?" he growls. 


I flush hotly, my hand instantly going to cover the hickie 
that I know Tony bit into the side of my neck to brand me as 
his. I can't stop myself from glancing over to him, but I 
regret it immediately. 


Dad's eyes darken. "You've been messing about with my 
daughter?" His voice pitches high and loud and every inch 
of him is vibrating with anger. I dart between the pair of 
them, trying to shove my dad back before he does 
something foolish. 


Tony could turn him into a pancake on the sidewalk with 
barely any effort at all. My dad was not built to defend 
himself physically, let alone to start fights with the local mob 
enforcer. 


"Daddy, stop. Please, Dad, listen to me-" 


"Get outta the way, Libby. This wise guy needs teaching a 
lesson!" 


He shoves me to the side and I see every muscle in Tony's 
body tense and his powerful fists clench, instantly prepared 
to defend me. Everything is about to explode right in front 
of me. 


"Tony, please!" The last thing I want is for him to hurt my 
dad. Even if he doesn't understand, he's still my father. 


I can't do anything but cover my mouth, watching with 
horror as Dad rolls up his sleeves like he thinks he's about 
to step into some kind of old fashioned boxing match. Tony 
glances to the ground, looking a lot like he thinks my Dad's 
about to make a fool out of himself. I don't doubt it. 


"Okay," Tony says, squaring up, shaking the tension out of 
his limbs." You get one hit. Right here, on the jaw." 


“Fuck you, Tony." 


"I'm not messing with your daughter. I want to be with her, 
forever. And sure, maybe I should'a told you. So, you take 
your hit. I won't come back at you. But any more than that, 
and I'm handing your sorry ass." 


I hold my breath, watching as Tony beckons Dad closer, 
almost goading him on. I know my dad, and I know he won't 
like that one bit. He has enough sense to realize that Tony is 
stronger than him in every way, but he still glances across 
at me one more time, and that seems to galvanize him. 


In a rush, he lunges at Tony, letting out a shout as he swipes 
an unruly punch. Just like he said he would, Tony stays stock 
still and lets it land, only turning his head as Dad's fist 
connects with a weak little crunch. 


I winced in sympathy, mostly for my dad as Tony steps 
forward. His fist closes around my dad's wrist and with a 
solid shove he pushes him back towards the bakery. 


"You got that outta your system? I damn well hope so, 
because you try it again and you'll be sorry. From now on, 
I'm looking out for Libby, and you're not getting in the way 
any more." 


Dad's teeth grit together, but he has the sense to see that 
Tony isn't kidding around. I can't believe he's standing up 
for me like this. I can't believe he's saying all these things to 
my father when I've barely ever dared think them. 


Dad looks to me and then to Tony, and he throws his hands 
up in the air. "This is what you want, Libby? After all I've 
done for you? Fine. You go off and have your fun. Never 
mind all the work I put into this place for you." 


He rips his apron off, moving towards the door of our 
apartment and I dart after him. 


"Daddy, wait. It's not like that." 
"No?" 


He turns around when I touch his arm and I hope he can 
read in my face just how much he's breaking my heart. 
"Daddy, I'm sorry. I should have said something years ago, 
but the bakery means so much to you. All I want to do is 
take pictures, try to be an artist. This is your dream, not 
mine." 


He lets out a breath, nodding slowly. "Yeah. I can see that." 
His brows are still dark over his eyes, and he glares past 
me, to where Tony's standing. "And what about him?" 


"I want to be with him Daddy. I know he's older than me, 
but no one has ever made me feel the way that he does and 
I-I don't want to give that up. I don't want to lose you over 
this. Please, can you try to understand? He makes me so 


happy." 


Dad's shoulders sag and he nods again, looking from Tony 
back to me. "He better, that's all I'm saying. Or I'm going to 
have to do something stupid to avenge you, and everyone in 
the whole of this city knows I'm way too small time to take 
on the likes of Tony." 


Tony barks out a laugh, stepping closer and I feel the 
tension in my shoulders ease. Everything's going to be okay. 


"You and Libby, huh?" Dad says, and suddenly Tony's all 
smiles, slapping my Dad on the shoulder. 


"Yeah, me and Libby. She's the only woman for me. I guess 
you did good bringing her up after all." 


"Watch it, you." 


Tony 


After telling Libby's Dad about us there's only one thing on 
my mind and I can't shake the thought all day long. Being 
together is all I want now, and there's no reason to wait to 
make it official and forever now that we have the okay. 


I pick Libby up again in the early evening, after texting 
ahead to tell her to be ready and to bring her camera again. 


I have a tour of some of the most picturesque places in the 
city planned and then dinner at the chef's table in one of 
the restaurants whose owner owes us a couple of favors. 
But that's not the main event. Not by a long shot. 


"Where are we going?" 
I grin down at her. "You'll see." 


Just like I knew she would, Libby comes alive behind the 
lens of the camera, taking shots of all the places that I 
thought she'd love. I get to see the unexpected sides of the 
city, given the work that I do. I know the buildings and the 
streets by who owns what, and who's under our protection, 
but mostly that means I get a different view on it all. 


There are parks where people like to meet because they’re 
full of people, and other places where they're unlikely to be 
observed. 


The Alfred Caldwell Lily Pool up in Lincoln Park is one of 
those places that could pass you by if you didn't know it was 
there. It's a favorite for wedding pictures, but come sunset 
the place is empty, just like I wanted it to be. 


The pavilion's terrace stretches out over the water and I'm 
captivated watching Libby get down low to take a shot of 
the lily pads through the columns of the building. She's 
beautiful and I have no doubt at all that she's going to make 
me happy for the rest of my days. 


I clear my throat and wait patiently for her to look up 
before dropping down onto one knee. 


Libby's eyes widen and she lets go of her camera, letting it 
dangle around her neck. 


"Tony, what are you doing?" 


I reach into my back pocket for the velvet ring box I've been 
carrying around with me and flip it open, showing her the 
princess cut diamond in the centre of the ring. She 
deserves so much more than just a jewel, it's a marriage I'm 
offering, and a lifetime after that with me by her side. 


"I'm asking you to be my wife, Libby. There's no other 
woman in the world who makes me feel the way you do. I 
wanna be your husband and the father of your children. I 
wanna make a home with you, and give you everything 
that's mine. Because you deserve it...and I gotta let the 
world know." 


Libby's hand covers her face and her eyes well with 
crystalline tears but I can tell she's smiling through them. 


"Oh, Tony. Everything I’ve ever wanted is to be right by 
your side." 


"Then say yes." 


She lets out a laugh like she can't believe it's that simple, 
but it is. When it comes to me and her it always will be. 
"Yes," she breathes, sniffing away her tears. "Yes, yes, yes!" 


I get to my feet, pulling her in close to slip the ring onto her 
finger. Libby flings her arms around my shoulders, drawing 
me down to her level and I kiss her hard, with all the 
promise of all the kisses to come. 


"Oh Tony, I love you." There's a rush of relief and triumph in 
her voice matched by the excitement that rushes through 
my veins and straight to my ever-eager cock, hearing her 
say that for the very first time. 


"Libby, I love you. Always, and forever." 


EPILOGUE 


TWO YEARS LATER 


L, ibby 


Dad's putting the finishing touches on our anniversary 
cake, doing the frosting and the final details. I can't believe 
it's been a year since I married Tony. Once we realized I 
was pregnant we decided to wait to get married and these 
two years have been the best of my life. So much has 
changed in my life and I wouldn't have it any other way. 


I shift Kurt onto my other hip, wary that his sulky suspicion 
of his grandpa has vanished now that he's realized there's 
cream cheese frosting on offer, and that he can almost 
reach it, and Dad laughs. 


"See, he's just like me. He likes his food. Give him a year or 
two and I'll teach him how to bake." 


I roll my eyes, but I'm not really annoyed. Kurt is only 
fifteen months old, but Dad has loved him since the day he 
arrived. It's almost a competition between him and Tony to 
prove which one of them loves him more. 


But that's so silly, because nobody could love his family 
more than my Tony does. 


"What are you three doing in here?" My husband appears in 
the doorway, dressed sharply in a suit that makes him look 
like the wise guy that he is, and I wouldn't have it any other 
way. "We got guests. Libby, my gorgeous wife, come out 
here with me. Let your Dad do the cake." 


"What did I tell you honey? I got it under control. Go out 
there, let them all look at your pictures. It's meant to be 
your day, isn't it?" 


Tony slips his arm around my waist, leaning down to let his 
lips brush against my earlobe and just like that I'm thinking 
about how soon we can have some time to ourselves. "You 
should listen to your father, Libby. The man speaks a whole 
lotta sense." 


"Is that right?" 


"Today he’s right. Come out here with me. Celebrate a 
whole year of us being married." 


I shake my head, laughing at his determination to make this 
as big a deal as he can. Tony always says he has so much to 
be proud of when it comes to me and him, and our son, and 
any opportunity he gets, he's all for celebrating it. 


“Here she is!" he says as he leads me into the room. "The 
woman who you all owe a debt of gratitude, because I'd be 
spending a whole lot more time busting your balls, if she 
wasn't around to distract me." He takes Kurt out of my arms 
and our son hides his face against his broad shoulder, wary 
of all the strangers assembled in the lobby of the hotel, 
ready to toast us. 


All around the walls are the pictures I've been assembling 
for the past year or more and finally everything has come 
together, just like our life together has. 


"I'd like to remind you all that this is the same talented lady 
who put together the exhibition today, not only of her work, 
but also of some very talented young people in the 
neighborhood. Which just goes to show how much she 
cares. My gorgeous wife, the best person in the world." 


A cheer goes up, and I cover my face with my hand, so 
embarrassed by his praise and all the attention. 


It has been an amazing two years. Because of him I've done 
so many things I never thought I'd be capable of doing. I'm 
heading up the community art space now, I'm starting to 
spend a little time away from Kurt, and best of all, I'm a 
mom. 


"Thank you everyone. I'm not one for speeches, but I guess 
I'm gonna return the compliment. I wouldn't be here right 
now if Tony hadn't seen something in me, and I'm so glad he 
did, because he really is the love of my life and I'm looking 
forward to so many more years like this, spent right by his 
side, in this amazing city." 


Tony starts clapping, but he doesn't keep it up for long. 
Instead, he pulls me into his arms alongside Kurt, nibbling a 
kiss along my neck. 


"You're beautiful, Libby. My wife, my woman. And I can't 
wait to meet Kurt's little sister when she comes. But right 
now I'm thinking we should make a start on number three." 


I laugh, leaning in to brush my lips against his, enjoying his 
silliness and the fact that he never seems to get enough of 
me. No matter what kind of day I'm having, Tony acts like 
I'm a goddess he can't wait to get his hands on. 


"I'm pretty sure it doesn't work like that, baby." I tell him, 
smoothing my hand over my tight, rounded belly that's just 


starting to show. "You gotta wait for the next one to come 
out." 


"Oh, you think so? I reckon I'm getting a head start, 
fertilizing every single egg that's gonna come out of you in 
the next ten years." 


"That's a lot of babies, Tony." 


"I know. It's gonna be amazing." 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


FIFTEEN YEARS LATER 


| ony 


Every time I look at Libby, I'm so thankful that we were 
brought together. Every time I think she couldn't be more 
attractive, she goes ahead and proves me wrong. After all 
this time together, she's still the only one who sets my pulse 
racing and my libido hasn't aged a day. When it comes to 
her, just one look is enough to get me hard enough to drill 
through concrete. 


I never thought I could love her more than when I saw her 
with our first child, but now I'm holding her hand, sitting in 
the darkened scan room of the hospital, watching a little 
fuzzy picture come up on the screen while the technician 
waves a wand over her belly. 


The woman smiles at the pair of us. "Did you want to know 
the sex?" 


Libby nods. "Tony always wants to know." 


"It's important," I protest. "How are we gonna figure out a 
name, and how are you gonna know what color to paint the 


nursery otherwise?" Every one of our five kids has been a 
blessing, and I know that this one will be no different. 


The technician laughs. "Well, it looks like you've got a little 
girl in there kicking up a storm." 


Libby's smile widens. I know that's what she'd been hoping 
for. In a few month's time we'll have three of each. The 
perfect family, although if I have my way, we will keep 
adding to it. After all, can you really have too much of such 
a good thing? 


"We're going to need a bigger house at this rate, Tony." 


I snort, shaking my head. We already moved out to the 
suburbs when Kurt's first sister came along, and I made 
sure we had more than enough space for everyone. "Our 
house is just fine, baby." 


"You think?" 


"I do. Just as long as you're there and I'm there, and we've 
got the kids, we don't need anything else." 


"And Dad around the corner." 


I shrug. "Only if he keeps making those donuts. Otherwise 
I'm gonna have to convince him to move to another part of 
town." 


Libby's Dad and I joke like that all the time, but despite 
everything that's happened, we're still the best of friends, 
just like we always have been. Only now we're one big 
family, and I know that means the world to Libby. As for me, 
I could never have asked for anything better. 


The ultrasound finishes up, and the technician hands us 
some print outs of our newest baby from the black and 
white screen while Libby wipes the gel from her belly and I 
help her up from the table. 


Back out in the hall, everyone is waiting for us. 


Kurt's standing beside his grandad and every time I see 
him, I'm taken aback by how much of a man he's turning 
into. He'll be shooting up like a beanpole soon, and turning 
into a proper teenager, although he's always going to be 
respectful of the ladies if I've done the job to bring him up 
right. 


The girls are sitting on the floor playing Go-Fish. Jonas and 
Liam are playing tag between the chairs and the vending 
machine and they screech to a halt when we come out. 


"What is it? Is it gonna be another boy?" 


Melissa wrinkles her nose, clearly unimpressed by the idea 
and Gretchen, always in total adoration of her older sister, 
copies the expression far more clumsily. "We don't want 
another boy. You can tell the stork to switch it, right?" 


I laugh, and Libby gives me a long look. "No one's switching 
anyone. But anyway... You're going to have a little sister. 
What do you think about that?" 


Gretchen squeals, jumping to her feet and clapping her 
hands together and my heart swells with love for my family. 
The family that Libby has given me. 


Her Dad takes the pictures to show the kids the tiny baby 
curled up tight in Libby's belly and I turn to my wife, pulling 
her in close against me for a deep, possessive kiss that 
suddenly some part of me needs to lay right on her. 


"I ever tell you how lucky I am to have you?" 


Libby bites her lip, breathless and flushed just like she 
always does when I show her just how easy it is for her to 
turn me on. "Only every day." 


“Good,” I say. “I'm never gonna stop telling you. Now let's 
go home. Maybe your Dad can babysit so I can remind you 
just how well we fit together, huh?" 


Libby leans in to kiss me again, up on her toes, and she 
lowers her voice softly. "You're going to be a daddy again, 
Tony." 


I let out a low, animal rumble of a growl for just her to hear. 
The thought of that always drives me wild. 


"Right. Everybody home. Now." 
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